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business was admirable. It might be if he'd
attend to it, but we've been put to some odd straits,
and it isn't twice or thrice only he's been in the
lock-up.'

* But not to-day!' cried Georges, laughing.
They looked up. He was standing in the door-
way with his nightcap still on his head, a quilted
blue bed-gown wrapped around him, rubbing his
eyes and yawning.

This was an uneasy moment for Emma. In
spite of her size she was a deeply shy woman,
ready to burst into tears at any moment from
sensitiveness. In the bad old days Georges had
hated her; moreover, she was uneasy with anyone
who had known her in the raggle-taggle times
when she had been poor old Gauntry's mistress.
Two years ago Georges had been polite to her and
that was all.

Now, however, his regard was amiable. He
was stouter than he had been, she reflected, but
still very handsome. She was no trivial observer,
and at once she realised that Judith's influence
over him was now a very real one. Their rela-
tions had changed. He was more good-natured,
less self-willed, a little lazy, some of his earlier
energy dissipated. All this she realised in the
next half-hour, and with it her attitude to Judith
insensibly altered. Judith had a new power.
She was somebody now. Emma surrendered to her,
but resisted her too, a mixed attitude that Judith
would rouse out of many of her later companions.

They spent the happiest hour. Both Georges
and Judith were of a ravenous hunger. In the